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Down the Foxhole Again 


Jon was watching a taping of "An Evening with Bon Jovi: Keep the Faith" and was lost in his head. Richie's 
harmonies were perfect that night. He was on fire, on key, and the best he'd been It seemed hard to think 
about the last few years - Jon had almost lost him, and the rest of the band. He had control freak tendencies, 


and was too prone to viewing his band members as employees, instead of friend/bandmates. 


Except Richie. And on the New Jersey tour, their closeness had been noticed. Tico, Alec, and Lemma were all 
expressing their displeasure at how close Rich and Jon seemed to be, to the point that they even shared hotel 
rooms or had adjoining rooms most nights. David was worried that he'd made a mistake passing on Julliard 


(which he had worked for so many years to get into) in order to follow Jon 


Lou Cox had been amazing with everyone though, and they had been able to air all of their differences a year 
after that tour ended. Jon was crushed when Rich moved to LA after the tour, and stayed there. Jon knew 
that Richie was never more than a phone call and a quick plane ride away, but emotions were so raw after 
that tour, he and Richie couldn't even talk for that first year. Richie had been really angry when Jon recruited 
Jeff Beck for the Young Guns album, and didn't really want to see Jon at all right now. 


Jon had done damage with the solo album, without meaning to. After all, it was a movie soundtrack, not really 


*his* music. 


While on the New Jersey tour, initially, Jon and Dorothea were no longer together. She didn't like the rocker 
lifestyle, even though she had been the more rebellious one when they were younger. She wanted to settle 
down, have babies, and have Jon to herself. It had taken a long time for her to come to accept that Jon would 
always come home to her, no matter what he did on the road. She had gotten there in late 1989, and now, two 
years later, she was expecting. Jon couldn't be happier. He wanted to meet his little baby girl and spend a year 
with her at home before the next tour - but the New Jersey tour was such a beast. And with so much 
publicity, home cameras snuck into shows and backstage, no matter what Jon did, it made national news. He had 
cut his hair before recording Keep the Faith, and it had made national news. He was confused. It wasn't an 
honor - it was upsetting. He was more than just a piece of ass, and he wanted to be respected for his music, 


not how he looked. 


During the earlier part of the New Jersey tour, Diane Lane was still part of the picture. She and Jon had been 
on again and off again, and she could party HARD. Jon couldn't keep up - he could handle the alcohol, always 
being a few steps away from being a functional alcoholic, but he couldn't do the drugs. After one really bad 
high where Jon, Richie and Diane went to bed together - Richie had come out victorious. Maybe that wasn't 
the right word.. but he and Diane had meshed and were still partying on occasion, long after she and Jon had 
split up. It was during one of those crazy nights that Jon and Richie had crossed the line between band 
members and friend to lovers. Jon wasn't even able to remember most of the details of that night, and that 


just destroyed his inner control freak. 


Jon was obsessed with keeping his public image intact. He couldn't fathom what would happen to his fan base if 
it had come out in 1988 that he and Richie were lovers, right in the heart of the AIDS crisis and the Reagan- 
era hatred of homosexuals. He cringed at that word. He wasn't gay. He loved the person, and he did love Richie. 


Before getting Lou Cox involved, Jon had flown to LA to talk to just Richie. Could they move forward and be 
just friends? Could they go back to being bandmates and sever the sexual ties? They both agreed to try hard, 
and the Keep the Faith album was an extraordinary body of work, some of their best songwriting ever. Jon 
joked with Dorothea that being constantly horny/aware of the sexual tension made them both better writers. 
She had encouraged them to stay friends not lovers, but the agreement was that Jon could do whatever he 


wanted on the road. Whether or not he chose to tell her what he did was up to him. The rules were: no press, 
no babies, no STDs. 


Jon looked at the screen again, and saw just how much weight he had gained in the break between the tours. 


He always worked out and ran when he was on the road, and while he was home he was more likely to be lazy. 


Bed of Roses was an interesting result of a really bad night. He had literally woken up with a hangover so bad 
he didn't remember how he had wound up with a piano in his hotel room. It was scarred and worn, and made 
him think of his own scattered life at 27. Where the hell he was going when he grew up? And who was the 
blonde in his bed? Where was Richie? 


While most people had assumed that he wrote the song after a one night stand (which was true), what they 


didn't realize that it was more about his relationship with Richie and leaving it on the road and missing Dot 
while he was on tour. She had stayed with him for a month or so at the beginning of the tour, and made him 
nearly nuts. He had to focus when touring, and keeping her happy drew him away from that. When she realized 
she was pregnant at the beginning of the Keep the Faith tour, they had agreed it was better for her to settle 
in at home and prepare their home to become parents. Jon was scared. He had near-perfect parents who 
supported him no matter what, and he was worried that he couldn't be the kind of parent that his dad had 


been. 


Richie banged on his door about 10:30pm, just after Jon had settled in to watch the recording of the live VHI 
show. Jon was terrible to himself when he watched recordings of himself - he always expected his voice to be 
perfect when live, just as good as he was in the studio. After 240 shows for New Jersey, he had been hoarse 
for months and had to take steroid shots to get the swelling around his vocal chords to go down. 


"Jon, come on. You know better than to watch that immediately afterwards," Richie groaned as he came into 
Jon's suite and grabbed a beer from the fridge. Jon was halfway through a bottle of cheap red wine. And since 
he never ate before a show, he was buzzed already. Back at what he called his "fighting weight" at 160, he was 
slight. A cheap date, Richie said. 


Richie sat beside him on the sofa and grabbed a pen and paper. He would basically write down all of Jon's 
comments and help him process it later. They did this on so many live performances - and ALL of the 
nationally televised performances. 


"Think they will ever ask us to do the Super Bowl?" Jon asked. Richie shook his head. "They might, but you 
know you lose money on that kind of show, and you'd never do that.” Jon nodded.. Rich was right. 


40 minutes into the video, Jon had been rambling about voting. Fuck. He tried so very hard to keep his NJ 
political views to himself, but he was blue through and through. He groaned, and Richie grabbed the remote 
and turned the TV off. 


He stopped and looked at Jon, not saying a word. Jon emptied his glass quickly, and reached for the wine bottle. 
He felt like a nervous teenager again. Few knew that he could actually be shy when out of the public eye. 
Richie watched him down the next glass of wine, and toss the empty bottle aside. Jon had a good buzz now, 
and he was always such a happy drunk Richie rested his hand on Jon's thigh. The mere touch sent 
goosebumps down Jon's left side. He had been the one to break the bond first - kissing Richie while they were 
both messing around with Diane, but the connection had been there since that first night at the Fast Lane. He 


vowed this time, Richie would have to move first. And he was. 


Richie looked at Jon, and reached for his hand. 


Jon looked up at him and said, "| thought we weren't going down this road on this tour... we agreed" 


"Keep the faith," Richie smiled. "We are good together. Our chemistry is what fuels our songs.. we can't ever 


let that go." 


With that, Jon followed Richie into the bedroom of his suite. He couldn't get his clothes off fast enough. 


First Night of the Tour 


Jon was complicated. Richie had known this forever. 


Jon tried to keep his personal life personal, and not bring drama to the band while on tour. Being ‘involved’ with 
Richie was complicated, for a million reasons - the most annoying one for Jon is that Richie was totally 
transparent. He couldn't keep a secret to save his life. And Jon worried about his career immensely, if he and 


Richie were ever confirmed. 


They hadn't even started the Keep the Faith tour yet, and already.. they were back in bed together. Jon had 
promised Dorothea that no one would ever find out, but occasionally he would slip and say things like "I am no 
saint," leaving it up to fans to figure out what was really going on - and because so much of his fanbase was 
female, most everyone assumed that if he was going to slip, it was going to be with a woman. That wasn't 
wrong ~- Jon had a long string of long-term affairs and too many one night stands to count, but Richie... Richie 


was his weakness. 


Being an incredible romantic, Jon fed off of the energy they had when performing. Almost every romantic song 
he had written had either been about he and Richie, or his guilt for when he slipped (Like Bed of Roses ), and 
because they spent so much time together writing songs, singing, living together on the road.. in many ways, 
Jon knew Richie better than his own wife. And Richie knew how to woo him. When they were singing into the 


same mic on stage, even live, it took everything in Jon not to kiss Richie on stage. 


Now that they were facing the first show of the Keep the Faith tour, Jon was excited beyond belief. He had 
missed Richie, he had missed performing with his band of brothers, and he had been in agony waiting for alone 


time with Richie. 


The first show was in Quebec, so reasonably close to home so that they had flown in the day of the show. 
Jon hadn't had the night before with Richie, which he was regretting, but these days it was harder and harder 
to justify leaving early for a tour with small kids at home. And he wanted this to be an awesome show first, 
and a beautiful evening with Richie afterwards. 


The first night of a tour was always tough - Jon's OCD made everyone nuts, as he wanted everything just so. 
No errors. No stupid faces caught on camera, no fans on the stage... he knew people were there to see him 
perform. Many fans wish he would talk more on stage, but they didn't seem to grasp that he really was shy, 
unless he was performing. Singing took him to a different plane, and he dissociated to the point where his 
shyness vanished. 


After the show, on the first night, the band always got together in Jon's suite for a drink and a cheering 
session The other guys loved the energy the gang could produce, and they were going to be on the tour for 
at least the next IO months, these first few shows had to be positive. And they had vowed to have no knock 


down drag out fights this time. And Alec knew he was on his last tour with Bon Jovi if he didn't stay sober 
enough to play, and stay quiet about band dramas. 


After the drinks, and about a half hour of processing the show, everyone departed to their own rooms - even 
Richie. But a few minutes later, he snuck quietly back into Jon's room. Jon had taken his shirt off and was 
towel drying his drenched hair from the show. Jon had already kicked his boots and socks off - he hated 


shoes, and would go barefoot whenever possible. 


Richie carried a small bag with him when he came back: Jon's favorite wine - some over priced Argentinian 
red, cheese, crackers, meats, olives, fresh mozzarella and tomatoes. He set up the spread on the coffee table 


by the fireplace in the suite, and lit the gas. 


Jon walked over to him, and knelt on the floor in front of him. Jon was submissive to Richie more often than 
not, and he preferred it that way. It was the best way he knew how to get out of his head and find peace at 
night when he was away from hore. Still shirtless, he put his head in Rich's lap and let Richie just stroke his 
hair. It felt like forever, but it was only a few minutes before Richie poured them both a glass of wine, and 
began teasingly feeding Jon It turned Jon to a puddle. Richie hadn't fucked Jon since the last tour, and Jon was 


nervous. It was going to hurt. A second glass of wine helped. 


Richie took Jon's chin in his hands, and looked directly into his soft blue eyes before kissing him passionately. 


Jon remained on his knees, and turned toward Rich so that he could kiss him deeply and with meaning. 


"I haven't been with anyone but Dot since the last tour," Jon whispered with desire growling in his voice. That 
was his way of saying please be careful with me. Richie smiled and pushed Jon's head between his legs. "Don't 
use your hands." Jon used his teeth to undo the ties on Richie's leather pants and open them, revealing a 


beautiful, circumcised cock. Jon was not circumcised, and it made him a little self conscious. 


"Put your hands behind your back" Jon felt his own cock swell inside of his tight jeans. Richie was definitely 
going to be in charge tonight. Jon began to realize that Richie was going to pound the daylights out of him and 
he'd be sore tomorrow. But first, he had a beautiful cock in front of him, and he held his hands behind his 


back as Richie guided it into this mouth, slowly at first, and then grabbing a handful of Jon's hair to hold onto 
as he began to fuck Jon's mouth hard and with no mercy, making Jon gag slightly. 


"You're better at this than you are right now. Give me your belt," Richie half moaned, half asked. Jon raised up 
and took his belt off and handed it to Richie. 


For whatever reason, it was easier for Jon to relax and take Richie, all of Richie, inside him, after he'd been 
given a good whipping. He stood and walked into the bedroom and undressed. Now he was really nervous. Richie 
hit hard, and he often had welts and bruises for a few days.. and a sore bottom inside, too. Richie *loved® to 


fuck him several days in a row to make him good and sore. 


For now, Jon stood naked, beside the bed, his hands behind his back at parade rest. His cock betrayed him: he 
was scared, it always hurt after too much time had passed, and his cock was standing at full attention when 


Richie joined him in the bedroom. 


Richie quickly grabbed him, kissed him, stroking his cock at the same time. "Bend over, Jonny boy." 


Oh it was so good to be back on tour. And back with his love. 


After the Show 


Richie led Jon into the adjoining bedroom, belt in his hand. Dorothea would occasionally spank him, and while she 
was strong, she never used implements. And she didn't have Richie's strength. 


Richie was hard on Jon at the beginning of the tour, and whenever he would fuck up on stage. The latter was 
at Jon's request - he could get so hung up on ANY mistake on stage, no matter how harmless. Richie could 
make him forget about everything else, and Jon needed that. 


Jon preferred that Richie use his own belt, not Jon's. For some reason, it was more humiliating this way. Richie 
had seen him on stage, shirt mostly undone, not waxed as he was known to do on occasion. Richie preferred 
Jon to be natural, and not shaved or waxed anywhere. It fit with his uncut status. 


Without being told, Jon undressed, and put his hands behind him at parade rest, legs apart. Richie had a 
difficult time not pushing Jon down on the bed right then and there. That boy wouldn't give up control to 
anyone, and when he was "on" he could be such an ass to anyone that questioned him, even Richie. Jon fought 
him famously over two songs - the first being Living on a Prayer, which Jon didn't want to include on Slippery. 
And when it hit +l, Richie made sure that Jon couldn't sit down for a week for several reasons. Jon 


remembered that. It was often what he thought of if he was alone in a hotel room, without Richie, or the rest 


of the band. 


Jon had been getting less careful in interviews, saying simple things like he and Richie had sat down in a hotel 
room to write a song.. and fans were starting to catch on. When they were singing together, into the same 


mic, you could see the passion And it wasn't just as brothers. 


Jon had adopted the white microphone stand after one particularly drunken show where he had spun around 
and smacked the head right off of Richie's favorite guitar. At least the white one was visible even in low light 
between songs. Richie had whipped him good that night, leaving marks that he had to even explain to Dorothea. 


Richie didn't like to use his hands on Jon, unless they were around his throat while they were having sex. For 
him, it was too difficult to *hit his best friend, his lover... with his hands. His belt, or Jon's, worked well and 
didn't raise any questions (with so many people on their staff, people were always in and out of their bags, the 
only thing kept private were their phones and laptops). But Richie always packed the lube. Since he was more 
likely to hook up with the random fan, no one questioned it. And everyone knew he could last a long time, and 


also really loved anal - though not many could take his size. 

Jon crawled onto the bed on all 4s, and for whatever reason, that made Richie want to use his hands. He 
spanked him slowly, softly, until Jon was almost ready to beg. Richie loved to see Jon beg. So much. And 
eventually, he got him there. 


"Please, Rich... please..." 


Richie picked up the belt and didn't start slowly or softly. Jon was warmed up, wanting it so much, and Richie 
was ready to just fuck him senseless. Occasionally he would let Jon fuck him, but not this early on the tour. 


This worked better... kept Jon focused, and if he lost focus, the rest of the band would too. 


After Jon's ass was bright red and inviting, Richie grabbed the lube out of his bag. Jon winced; it had been 
awhile, and it always hurt. Jon was a lot smaller than Richie in just about every way, and taking all of him was 


not easy. 


Richie teased Jon endlessly. 
Until he had him begging again. 


With Jon back up on all 4s, Richie grabbed him by the back of his hair, pulled his head up and entered him in 
one long, fast thrust. Jon was tight, and this hurt like hell, but he just moaned; it also felt so very, very good. 
With each thrust, Richie seemed to get deeper and deeper inside of him and hurt him just a little more. 


Jon, he reached around him and grabbed his erection. Jon moaned and in a few short strokes of Richie's hand, 


Jon came all over the bed. 


Within minutes they were both sound asleep... not thinking of what might happen if the rest of the band found 
them there in the morning.. At least on some level, they knew.. they had to know. 


The Next Morning 


Jon woke up groggy and incredibly sore the next morning, and alone. At some point, Richie had gone back to his 
own room. Richie didn't sleep well, and Jon desperately needed sleep when on tour. He had long ago lost the 


ability to sleep on planes, trains and buses. He wasn't 25 anymore. 


He rolled over onto his back, and realized he was *really* sore from the night before. Richie had worked him 
over pretty harshly. The soreness, inside and out, felt wonderful.. familiar. He quickly jerked off and rolled back 


over to get a few more minutes of sleep. 
His phone vibrating on the nightstand woke him up. It was Dorothea. 
"Hi babe," her smile heard through the phone. "How was last night?" 


Sleepily, Jon put the phone on speaker and next to his head on the pillow. "Show was great! I'm sore and tired 
this morning, though. We leave for the next show in about 5 hours." 


"And Rich?" she asked, after a long pause. Jon's heart was in his throat. He didn't fool around to hurt her, and 
he was always worried that he was, even though she was fiercely independent and they were very open about 


his less-than-monogamous tendencies. 
"Yeah..." 
"Jonny, it's ok. You can tell me as much or as little as you want, you know that." 


"I know.." he muttered sleepily. "| haven't gotten up to look in the mirror, but I'm guessing George (his 
chiropractor that traveled with him) is going to notice." Their old chiro couldn't travel with them on this tour, 
as he had a new baby at home. New people on the tour always worried Jon. He didn't trust just anyone. 


"| think this is going to be a good tour with Rich... | think we will come up with a lot of new material with the 
way last night went. It had been months, but well, that fire is still there." 


"That's my cowboy! I'm gonna run the kids to school. Talk to you after the show tonight. | love you." 


Jon rolled over, desperate to sneak in just a little more sleep when he heard Richie sneak in the door with 
breakfast. Mimosas and muffins. Jon groaned a little - he tried hard to eat well on the road, and it was never 
easy, and Richie was a human garbage disposal - he could eat as much as he wanted without gaining weight, 


whereas Jon put on pounds if he skipped more than one run. 


Jon sucked down the OJ/champagne combo and reached for a muffin. Richie had a grin on his face from ear to 
ear. He was up to something. As soon as Jon had finished the muffin, he grabbed Jon and rolled him over onto 


his belly. Jon had slept naked, and now he was completely accessible to Richie. 


This time there was no romance, no warm-up, and no lube. With a quick hand under Jon's hips, he was inside 
him and on a mission. Jon buried his head in the pillow and tried to relax enough to make it hurt less, but it 


didn't work this time. 


They had an 8 hour bus ride awaiting them this afternoon - Jon was now dreading the idea. He hated that 
steel horse to begin with, and now.. the last thing he wanted to do was sit for 8 hours. Maybe he could get 


lucky and sleep on the bus. He did have some ambien with him. 
Richie came hard and fast, and then flipped Jon onto his back. 


"Your turn, cowboy," he smiled as he put his head between Jon's legs and took his now very hard cock into his 
mouth. 


Neither Richie or Dorothea knew that they both called him ‘cowboy’ in bed. It made Jon feel so loved.. they 
had both been a part of his life for so long, he didn't know what he would do without either of them, and he 
was grateful they understood him, each other, and had the agreement while he was on the road. A true artist, 
he needed both of his muses. 


On the bus 


Author's Notes: 
The song "Stay" was written for Destination Anywhere, one of Jon's solo projects, but never put on an album 


till the box set, then on the B side of Say it Isn't So. 


To my knowledge, Richie had no input on the song in real life. 


Jon and Richie had taken off by themselves to Belize after taking a year off after New versey, just the two of 
them. Keep the Faith had a very different sound - grittier, harder. After a year of barely speaking to one 


another, they were all over each other while writing this album. 


But one of the conditions that Richie had brought up in re-negotiating his deal with Jon after they had gone 
their separate ways after the last tour was that Jon had to sever ties with Desmond Child. Jon didn't want to, 
since so many of their hit songs on Slippery were a result of all night drinking and sex. His first number one 


had Desmond's name on it. 


But Richie was jealous. Desmond was older than both of them, by 8-I0 years. He was a very out gay man. He 
had no interest in hooking up with the fans that followed Jon and Richie *everywhere*®. And Richie did not like 
the chemistry Jon had with Desmond. Desmond had started to settle down, and wanted to start a family - but 
that didn't matter much to Richie. Jon was his. He had no problem sharing Jon with Dorothea, but he definitely 


wasn't sharing him with another man, and another songwriter at that. 


They had 5 tour buses, one for each member of the band - and whomever they wanted to bring along with 
them. Jon's wife was home and pregnant, so his bus was usually quiet. He spent a lot of time staring out the 
window (which is how that iconic picture in Dead or Alive was captured. He was a daydreamer, a romantic, and 


now... horny. 


Being sore made him think about Richie *constantly®. But for this leg, Richie was on his own bus and out cold. 
Jon hated that Richie could sleep like that. Towards the end of Slippery, Jon had been taking ritalin to get up in 
the morning, and a whole cocktail of meds to sleep at night - in addition to the steroid shots in his neck. He'd 

moved onto Toradol shots that he could give himself, but those shots still hurt like hell - and they had to go 


into his hip.. and his ass was really sore right now. He'd have Richie give him the shot later. 


When they stopped at a truck stop to fuel up en masse, Jon got out to get cigarettes. After all these years, 
and knowing full well they weren't good for his voice, he also knew that they affected the sound of his voice.. 
and well, he wasn't giving them up. He had cut back, but would never quit for good. He could still run 5 miles, 


longer than he needed to, he joked.. and therefore, convinced himself they weren't that awful for him. 


Richie stepped off of his bus, and Jon was surprised to see him awake. He smiled, went in to grab a snack and 
came back out - and climbed onto Jon's bus. 


"How are you feeling today?" 
Sore... really sore." Jon said quietly. He was horny, but was pretty sure he didn't want Richie inside him again 
just yet. He motioned with his head for Rich to get on his bus till the next stop. Richie smiled and 


enthusiastically jumped on board. 


Richie opened a bottle of cheap red wine, Jon's favorite, out of the fridge. He grabbed the bottle and two 
glasses and headed back to the bedroom at the back of the bus. 


Jon kicked his boots off and climbed onto the bed, putting his head on Richie's shoulder. "I can't... not tonight, 


not before the show anyway." Richie nodded, he knew Jon was too sore. 


Jon took a few sips of wine and said "Every singer's always signing about someone else." Richie grabbed a 


notebook in the dresser drawer by the bed. 


Curled up together, they wrote the words to the song "Stay" - a song that would not be finished for another 
8 years, but absolutely captured the moment. 


"When | was home, | was miles away." 


Nothing captured what the last two years had been like better than that line right there. 


Lemma finds out 


When they pulled into the hotel in Denver, Jon sighed. He was sensitive to the altitude, and required longer to 
adjust to the environment. He popped two aspirin in his mouth, and swallowed them with a Jack and coke. He'd 
been drinking more since this tour started, and that wasn't good - if he drank more, so would Richie, Tico, and 
Alec. Richie was a goofy, sexual drunk who would forget his lines, and Alec would be late to everything. Tico 
was just a mean drunk. Older than the rest of the band, he'd been down this road before with other bands. 


They entered the Hilton from the side entrance and bypassed the front desk and let Doc deal with the check-in 
process. Jon desperately needed a good night's sleep. He already had a headache from the altitude. Liquor and 
aspirin would help thin his blood enough, but he had to be careful. A headache on stage was downright brutal. 


He had kicked his shoes off, taken his shirt off and was pouring a second drink when there was a knock at the 
door. Without thinking, he answered the door with "Took you long enough." Then he realized it wasn't Richie. It 

was Lemma. 

shit. 

David was one of Jon's oldest friends - even longer than Richie, and with none of the attitude that Richie had. 
Jon wished he could tell Lemma the truth, but.. it was better this way. Or that's what he thought. He hadn't 

even thought about his shirt being off, when he invited David in to have a drink. 


Richie's aim had been bad the night before, they were both drinking pretty hard, and Jon had welts on his back 


from Richie's belt. Oh fuck, he said aloud as he turned around to face David, whose face went very pale. 
"Jonny..what.." 


Jon just looked at him. He had no idea what to say. Rich would say to tell him the truth..but Jon wasn't sure 


he was ready for thot, or if he ever would be. 


Jon sat down on the sofa in his suite, and put his head in his hands. Mr. Confidence had no idea what to say. 
He didn't look up at David. 


"Jonny, we know you about you and Rich." 

Jon lifted his head, surprised. He thought they had been more careful. He really thought no one would notice. 
He just nodded. 

"Did you consent to that?" The concern in Lemma's voice was sincere. 


"Yes." 


"That's all that matters then." 


"What about Alec, Teek?" 


"They have their suspicions. Tico would never say a word to anyone. Well, maybe if he was drunk enough. We 


don't care, Jon Honestly.” 


Jon just kept his head in his hands as if it might spin off otherwise. "Dot... Dot knows..." was all he could 


manage. 
"When did it start?" Lemma asked, genuinely trying to be supportive. 

"71800." Their second album, second tour. 

Lemma put a hand on his shoulder. He knew how much his image meant to him, and how hard he worked the 
"brand" of Bon Jovi. Quietly he said, "| really did come in here for a reason.. | want to sing h These Arms 
tonight." David had written that song - but almost never sang the lead on tour. 

Jon nodded, and put his hand on David's leg. 


"Thank you, Lemma. Of course you can" 
y M 


As Lemma walked out of the room, Richie came in. Jon wanted to tell him they had to stop, that they were 
getting too obvious... that fans might find out.. that.. he couldn't even put words together. 


He just rested in Richie's arms until he fell asleep. 


Telling the band 


Jon had gained enough weight before this tour that he could really fill out a pair of Levis. Richie struggled 
with wanting Jon *every night* - and Jon just wasn't able to. Between calls home, constantly being sore, and 
getting lost in his own head.. Jon wasn't available as much as Richie wanted. Jon kept encouraging Rich to hook 


up with random girls..but Richie wanted that less and less. 


It had reached a point where they couldn't really hide it anymore. Even when things were not sexual between 
them, they had began to share hotel rooms. And the pragmatic Jon saw no point in paying for two high-end 


suites, when Richie was going to sleep in his room anyway. 


After Denver, they had a 3 day break before Portland, Oregon. After pulling an all-nighter trying to walk 
through every possible scenario, Jon and Richie had decided to talk to the entire band. Lemma knew, but he 
was the best in the band at keeping a secret (the exact opposite of Richie). 


Around lOam, Jon called everyone to meet in his suite, and ordered breakfast for everyone. [0am was still 


wicked early on rock star time. 


He had a mini conference room attached to his suite, and everyone sat around the table while Richie stood at 


his side. He had pulled in each of their personal techs, and Hugh as well. 


Alec was in haling coffee, not thrilled to be awake at this hour. David and Tico suspected what was coming. 
They looked at each other, and Richie started to talk, jokingly at first.. saying that they needed this to be a 
blood oath. 


Tico stopped Richie right there. He was the quietest one in the band, but still had no problem standing up to 
either Jon or Richie.. he and Alec had been in this business IO years longer than the youngsters, and it had 
taught them a lot. 


"Jonny, Rich.. we know. We've known for a really, really long time." 

Jon was at first stunned, then relieved. Knowing seemed different than acknowledging it and talking about it. 
No one said a word. Finally, Jon found his voice. He was a little hungover, a lot exhausted, and still dealing with 
both jet lag and altitude issues. 


"Dorothea knows." 


"We figured," Tico said. Lemma just nodded. "We don't care. But if you two decide to end things, don't let it end 
the band.. that's all we ask." 


Jon and Richie nodded. That was easy enough to agree to - at least at this point. They ate their breakfast in 
relative silence after that, and decided to be on the road by Ipm. 


After the rest of the band left to pack up their rooms and check out, Richie followed Jon into the bedroom. He 
grabbed Jon from behind, and unbuttoned his jeans. God, he filled out those Levis so beautifully. Richie wanted 
a piece of that ass so desperately. Jon winced a little, knowing he was sore. And they had two days on the 
road - a long time for Jon. He'd rather fly home for a day, and then back.. but that was insane. Even with Dot 
staying in LA for the time being - "home" was in New Jersey. They would soon be giving up their house in LA. 
California just wasn't for them. 


Richie unbuttoned all the buttons on Jon's jeans, and slid them down. Rich whispered in his ear, "I'm not going 
to hurt you." Jon stepped out of his jeans as Richie lifted his shirt over his head. As usual, Jon wasn't wearing 


anything beneath. 


Richie took his hand and led him to the bed. He gently pushed Jon onto the bed on his back. Jon was nervous, 


but also wildly aroused. It did feel good to not have such a huge secret looming over his head. 


Richie had Jon on the bed, with his legs dangling over the edge. He pulled Jon a little closer to the edge of the 
bed and spread his legs wide. He kissed Jon, and then followed the "happy trail" down to Jon's cock, spending a 
little extra time kissing around his belly button. Jon's belly button was so sensitive. A downright weakness, if 


someone knew him well enough. 


Jon moaned as Richie took all of him into his mouth and began to suck in earnest, his hand holding tight to the 
base of his cock. Jon came quickly.. too quickly. And he hadn't slept much at all the night before.. soon, he was 
snoring. Richie pulled a blanket over him and packed Jon's bag for him. He figured he would let Jon sleep for at 
least an hour before they had to head down to the buses. And he knew all too well that Jon wouldn't sleep for 
the two day trip. 


Portland 


Jon was a perfectionist. While this made his live shows as awesome as they sound on the album, it could 


sometimes drive the band, the staff, the event promoters - pretty much everyone - nuts. 
In Portland, everything that could go wrong, did go wrong. 
The batteries went out in Jon's mic, mid-song. 


Jon liked the bass to be turned up so high that he could feel it, not hear it. The sound manager kept tinkering 


with it, and it was different on every song, which was making Jon nuts. 
Richie broke a guitar string in the middle of Bad Name. 


Tico tossed his drumsticks and pelted Richie in the head, not realizing he was right in front of his drum kit. 
Alec was drunk on stage, and played the refrain too soon in I'll Be There For You. This was a disaster. 


A fan jumped up on stage and grabbed Jon, which wouldn't have been a problem, but it knocked out one of his 
ear pieces and he had to play through Lay Your Hands on Me hearing two different sounds. 


Then the power went out to the whole arena for about 90 seconds. Jon was so pissed he wanted to just end 


the show and go back to the hotel, but he pressed onward, and made it through 3 encores. 


The show ended with Social Disease, and Jon was off the stage and calling everyone into the locker room. He 
was livid. None of the things that had happened (aside from Alec) were preventable. Jon lost his temper, and 
just kept saying "Fuck you guys, fuck this shit. l'm going home to my pregnant wife." He went on for a good I5 
minutes belittling everyone in the band and on the staff, loud and angrily. 


Without giving anyone in the band a chance to even respond to his angry outbursts, he jumped in the van 
waiting backstage and took off for the hotel. The mood he was in, he didn't even want to be sharing a room 
with Richie tonight. He needed to be alone and get over it, before they get on the bus to Seattle in the 
morning. He began plotting financing for a plane for the next leg of the tour. He despised tour buses, for so 


many reasons. Most importantly, he spent too much time on them. 


Richie knew him all too well. He waited a good hour before heading up to their room. Jon was laying on the bed 


with a pillow over his head, in a pointless attempt to stop the ringing in his ears and to block out the light. 


Richie sat down in the chair without saying anything, and picked up his acoustic guitar sitting in the corner. Jon 
groaned when Richie tuned it. "Seriously Rich? Not right now." 


The sound of a man removing his belt is distinct. If you've ever had your ass whupped with a belt, you know 


the sound. 


If you're a guitar player, you know the sound of someone taking off the strap, too. Jon didn't move, and didn't 
take the pillow off of his face. Richie had only used a guitar strap on him once, and it was as bad as the old 


school razor straps. Maybe worse. 

Richie grabbed the pillow and took it away from Jon. 

"Stand up, Jonny.” 

Jon moved a little too slow for Richie's taste, and he grabbed Jon and pulled him off of the bed. "Strip." 

Jon pulled his henley up over his head and off. He'd already kicked his shoes and socks off. He stood there for 
a second, waiting, and then unbuckled his belt. He was wearing his favorite, softest black belt with his low- 
riding jeans. He pulled the belt out and offered it to Richie. It would hurt less. He actually liked the feel of this 
belt. Richie pointed to the chair, and Jon tossed his belt over to the chair and unfastened his jeans. He stepped 
out of his jeans, and stood at parade rest, waiting. Nervous as hell, because he knew just how much that strap 


hurts, and betrayed by his cock which was fully erect. That would go away very quickly. 


He stared at the ground, for a moment he wished would swallow him up. He knew that Richie wasn't going to 


give him any kind of warm-up or give him a chance to get into it. 

Richie pulled out the desk chair, and told Jon to put his hands on the seat. Barely audible, Jon said, "Yes, sir." 
"Are you consenting to the punishment l'm about to give you?" 

"Yes, sir," Jon said in a whisper. 


The blows came hard, close together, and incredibly painful. Richie's aim was perfect though, and Jon wouldn't 
have marks visible as long as he kept his pants on, but he might not sit down for the next few days. 


The harder it became for Jon to stay still, the harder Richie hit. He really let Jon have it. The 4th time he 
broke position, Richie grabbed him by his hair and put him on his knees. "You know what to do." 


Jon's fingers fumbled as he untied Richie's leather pants and freed his fully erect cock. Jon slowly took it into 
his mouth and once he had managed to get all of it in his mouth, Richie grabbed him by the hair and fucked 
his face forcefully. Just as he was about to come, Richie let go and pulled out of Jon, coming all over his face. 


"Sit there like that until | tell you to clean up, rock star." 


Jon knelt by the bed, his face covered in semen, and waited. He watched Rich get into his suitcase and grab 


the lube. 


At least he could be thankful for that, he thought to himself as he prepared for a night of being utterly used 


and humiliated. 


And loved. 


Home for a Day 


The road to Seattle was awful. 


Jon could barely sit, a combination of being whipped harshly the night before, and used harshly both last night 
and this morning. He was no longer in the angry funk.. he was melancholic and writing down lyrics on an old 


legal pad on his bus. He was so sore, he wanted to write about that damned guitar strap. 


Portland to Seattle is a short distance, but seemed to be such a long, slow drive in the heavy rain It was a 
dreary day for sure. And after tonight's show, Jon was immediately flying home to see Dot and her ever 
growing belly. He was so excited to be a dad. And he desperately wanted to be a good dad, like his own 


But his head was filled with cognitive dissonance. How could he be a rock star and daddy to a new baby at the 
same time? He didn't want to quit - he was enjoying the life of having enough money to do whatever you 


wanted, and the respect that came with that. 


For now, he needed to focus on this how, the last before a two week break He'd get to go home tonight, and 
while he wasn't looking forward to explaining his very bruised ass to Dorothea, he'd gotten exactly what he 
wanted, and needed. And he knew, without a doubt, that when she saw how bruised he was, she'd want to 
reiterate the message. She had a mean paddle she used when he was in actual trouble with her, and he knew it 
would feel awful. 


Before he knew it, the show had gone off beautifully. No one made any mistakes, Jon remained perfectly calm, 
and apologized to everyone. They understood; they may not like his temper outbursts, but he wore the weight 
of the world on his shoulders - and without a doubt was the one who kept the band successful and on target, 


ever changing with the new music trends. 


The band and staff all knew him so well, they were not angry - but the did greet him with open arms to 
accept his apology. He really was a great guy, just under too much stress. 


After the show, he went straight to the airport and flew to Newark. From Newark, he took a helicopter home. 
He hadn't been gone #that* long, but Dot's belly seemed to have popped out over night. 


It was after 3am east coast time, so they immediately headed to bed. He stripped in the bathroom and put on 
a pair of boxers to sleep in. Curled up next to him, Dot put her hand on his hip and he winced. 


"Jonny... do you want to tell me what you did?" 


He shook his head, and just fell asleep with her arms around him. 


In the morning, she woke him with eggs in his toast, fresh fruit and really strong black coffee. His favorite. He 


sat up in bed, winced a little, adjusted his position, and started chowing down. "Real food" he always called it. It 
was not easy to eat well on the road, but he tried. 


He ate quickly, and she took his tray away before crawling back into bed with him. As far as she was 
concerned, they had no better place to be today. 


"Can | look?" she said after awhile, snuggled up against him. He rolled onto his left side and slid his boxers down 
"Ouch!" was her only response. The two of them could play rough sometimes, but he never ever left marks on 


her, except the occasionally goofy hickey in a hidden spot. She, on the other hand, did leave her marks on him. 
Happily. 


Dot waited. She knew if she left enough silence go by, Jon would tell her. If she started talking about something 


else, he would move on, Too. 


Finally, he said "You know how | told you yesterday that Portland had been a disaster? Here's the details..." and 


he proceeded to tell her everything, even about his temper tantrum after the show. 
"Did you cry?" 


"No, but | got awfully close." 


"Do you want to?" 


Oh how he hated that question Yes? No? Maybe? Was there a way for him to get there without more pain? 
He just nodded. 


"Over the edge of the bed." 


"Yes, ma'am," he said quietly. He took off his boxers and bent over the end of the bed. He grabbed a pillow to 
bury his face into. This was going to hurt a lot. 


Dot sucked in air when she saw his very bruised ass. "Wow, no wonder you were wincing.” She picked up his 


pants and pulled out *that* belt, the one he had hoped Richie would use. That sound. 
She chose to give him a hand spanking first. Even that on top of the bruises hurt like hell. She picked up the 
belt and informed him that she was going to deliver these all to the top of his thighs. He broke quickly and 


burst into tears. 


Dot crawled back into bed with him and said, "Let's stay here till you have to leave again 


LA - Night One 


After a whole 36 hours at home, Jon was boarding a plane in first class to head back to LA. He'd have loved to 
say he spent the 36 hours making love to his wife, in reality, he spent the entire time in bed.. asleep, except 
for the morning whipping he took. The sex after that had been absolutely fabulous. He was still a little sore. 
Dorothea had held him down and had her way with him - which was more comfortable for her while pregnant 


anyway. 


For once, he slept on the plane. And he had no concept of what day it was, or what time it was. But he was 
met by his driver at LAX, and now on his way to the Roosevelt Hotel. Tomorrow would be set up at the 
Forum, one of Jon's least favorite places to play. He had to pretend he loved LA, while being entirely present 


for the soundcheck. With 40,000 fans, he wasn't taking any chances like he had in Portland. 


Bypassing the front desk, Jon went straight to his room. Richie was there. Jon was tired, wanted even more 
sleep. Needed distance. Thankfully, Richie was on task. He was writing lyrics, humming, had an open bottle of 


wine and some snacks. Ok, this is what Jon could do right now. 


Kicking off his shoes, his jeans quickly followed. Boxers and t-shirt and barefoot with a healthy 5:00 shadow, 
he looked amazing. But Richie knew when Jon was approachable... and when to give him his space. They'd been 


doing this almost I0 years now, and they could read each other really well. 


Jon sat cross-legged on the floor in front of Richie and read what he had been writing down. Jon's handwriting 
was so much better than Richie's.. but the man could write the most amazing harmonies that were a rare 
find in an all male band. He, Richie, David and Alec all harmonized on Born to Be My Baby, and it had been a 
huge hit. Not so much on the charts as much as with the fans at shows. Their harmonies were unique, and 
really made them stick out among the "hair bands" that were already disappearing by the time Keep the Faith 


came out. 


Jon munched on some cheese and crackers, and dipped the cut up apple in peanut butter. Not the best for his 
vocal chords, but he'd finish the night with a hot toddy and would be fine the next morning. He had done so 

much damage to his chords on the New Jersey tour.. so much that the doctors wondered if he would be able 
to sing as a tenor anymore. He was never a true tenor though, his focus was on what they were now calling a 
"head voice" - to match what he was writing. He could go lower, he could go higher - but a tenor is where he 


fit best, usually. 


Richie ran his fingers through Jon's hair and asked him how he was doing, and if he was still hurting. "Yeah, a 
little. More than | expected to be." 


"Dot too?" 


"Yes," Jon said very quietly. It wasn't like he *never* switched roles with Richie, this one was just much more 


comfortable - and he was the one who could get so lost in his head he couldn't get out of it. The pain helped. 


Only someone who had a true interest in SM really understood that - he was so lucky to have two people in 


life that got it. 


"Will you show me?" Richie asked, tentatively. Dot often got to see Richie's "work" but rarely did Richie get to 
see hers. Jon raised up and lowered his boxers to show him. Richie whistled "Well, at least | know which are 


her marks vs. mine." 


And that's exactly how Jon felt. That he was owned by Dot, controlled on the road by Richie, all the while 
responsible for the rest of the band's success. These guys had put their careers on the line for him - 
especially David - and he couldn't let them down. So when he was stuck, he needed to be brought out of it. 
And he learned early on in their days together, this was far more effective than his trying to get high or 


drunk to escape. 


But right now, Richie wasn't trying to do anything. He was just his friend, his co-author, his love. He hoped 
that no matter what happened, they'd always have this. Jon struggled with Richie living full-time in LA now, 
even though he would hop on a plane in a heartbeat if Jon wanted or needed him. It just made life.. complicated. 
Richie and Dorothea got along just fine, they just didn't make much of an effort to talk about anything 
intimately as the three of them. There were no threesomes in Jon's life (that was just way too complicated, 
and even at 30, he was feeling like he'd already been there, done that, and didn't need to go there again) He 
was still trying to make a picture of him and 4 naked women go away - and that was proving impossible. How 
so many people ended up with a copy of that picture baffled him.. and he was so very glad that he was at 
least half dressed in it. 


It was almost llpm. Jon never wanted to be onsite before noon, but the Forum was complicated Jon's OCD 
made him want to be there at nine to make sure there were no slip ups. No mistakes. No repeating that awful 
show in Portland in front of twice as many people. 

He yawned. 

"Hey cowboy, let's go get a good night's sleep." Richie took Jon by the hand and put him into bed, tucking him in 
on his side of their king-sized bed. He snuggled up close to Jon, who always slept on his side, and said "Wow, | 


can feel the heat through your boxers." 


"And | can feel you getting hard. Go to sleep, Rich." They both laughed as Richie kissed his ear and turned over 
to face the other direction 


This. This was why it worked. Their harmony extended so much further than just in songwriting and on-stage. 


LA Forum 


Jon woke up early the next morning, refreshed and without a hangover or lingering exhaustion. This was a new 


feeling, one he could get used to. He downed a bottle of water with black coffee as a chaser. 


He ran his fingers through his hair and decided he didn't need a shower to head over to the forum. Richie was 
still snoring, so Jon poked him and told him he had to get up and moving. Richie was even less of a morning 


person than Jon, but he knew that he had to be up and moving, so he jumped up and headed for the shower. 


Room service delivered breakfast, something Richie must have arranged the night before - Jon certainly 
hadn't thought that far ahead. And breakfast was really the only meal he ate on the day of a show. Nerves 
always hit his stomach first - and he had thrown up way too many times on the international leg of New 


Jersey, so he gave up eating anything less than 6 hours before the show. 


They had a driver waiting for them, but by the time they got to the Forum, the other guys were already 
there. Paranoid as he was, Jon convinced himself they thought he was late because he and Richie were fooling 


around. Richie could almost read his mind, and just slapped him gently upside the head. 


Jon walked around the stage, looked out into the arena. It wasn't Madison Square Gardens, but it was a really 
rice facility, and the show had sold out a few weeks ago. He really needed to find that "on" button tonight. Take 


the slow songs out of the early line-up, so that he could keep the audience "up" more. 


He wander around the stage a little more, and looked for uneven spots. Places he was likely to fall or trip 
(which he had become an expert at with the last two tours). He could sing anything, but dancing was never 
going to be an intentional part of the show. And since he'd already broken a guitar, and Richie had taken a 
drum stick to the head.. they didn't need any more minor disasters for this show. This was LA, and all the 
record execs and other important people would be there. He had to be ON. 


He and Richie had decided last night to start the show with Raise Your Hands, followed by Keep the Faith. For 
some reason it was at that moment that he realized they had an opening act tonight. He groaned. It was 
Extreme, and he adored Gary, but they were perpetually late. And with an Ilpm cutoff for his show, he wanted 
ON that stage at 8, no later than 815. That becomes challenging when you aren't the boss of the other band. 


Next he was off to the locker room. Somehow, Rich had beat him in there. It was a standard athletic complex 
locker room - with a few rows of lockers down each corridor. Richie grabbed him and took him a few rows 
down and shoved him up against the locker and kissed him long, hard and deep. Jon melted into the kiss, but let 
go when Richie did. He needed that. He needed it from Dot, too. His head was a scary place to be. So scattered. 
So much love. So much of all the things. So many lyrics unwritten, songs that he could only hum at this point.. 
it was way too easy for him to turn his attention inward. This show was about the kids though - most of this 
crowd would be female, and in the lo-40 age range, and it was so very important to him that his fans get 


their money's worth. 


He took a deep breath. He could, if he wanted, without even trying, have the most gorgeous girl at the show.. 
and sometimes, he still wanted that. More than he could admit aloud. Tonight.. he might consider it. Dot would 
be OK with it. Rich? Maybe? Hard to gauge his temperament. Most nights he would be fine with it, but they'd 


been more together this tour and definitely more open 


Jon shook out his hair, took off his shoes and went to find Alex, their stage director. He reiterated that 
Extreme must be on time, with no foul-ups and be off the stage by 140. At 140, his crew could have them 
ready to go. Any later than that, and they'd get a late start. Alex looked at Jon and nodded. Jon looked the best 


he has since they got off that New Jersey tour and just went the hell home. He looked relaxed.. even happy. 
He liked what he saw. 


He wandered around the base of the bowl of the arena, to check out where the stage entrance would be, and 
what it looked like. So far so good, and no damage to any equipment yet. 35 tractor trailers now carried all of 
their stuff. On both Slippery and NJ tours, they had heavily damaged one of the trailers, and Jon would really 
prefer not to deal with the minutia like getting the trailer fixed so they could get on to the next stage. 


Back in the locker room, he started to change. Completely forgot that he was marked for that short time, and 
just as he was stepping out of his boxers and into his skin-tight jeans, Tico walked in. T hadn't seen the bruises 
before. And Jon forgot that this was now day 3 or 4, when they really pop with color - all shades of blue, 


purple, yellow, green, and bright red in a few area 


"Boss?" 


Tico was the only one who could get away with calling him Boss. That was Bruce, not him, in Jon's mind. 
Jon yanked his pants up and grabbed his belt before he turned around to face T. He didn't say a word. 
"Who did that to you? if you tell me Richie..." Tico loved a good fight - too well, for someone his size. 


Its OK, T" Tico turned to go out the door and find Richie. "STOP! Right there! Do you think | want a fight going 


on right now immediately before the show???" 
"But... Jonny...” 


| asked for it, | got it. From Richie and Dot. Does it hurt? yes. But | need it badly enough that the pain isn't 
the point. I'm fine." Jon gave him a big hug and said to finish warming up, and sound checks since Extreme was 
going to need more time than they would for set-up (with an enormous crew, Bon Jovi could throw a show 


together very quickly. 


Jon headed back to the lounge attached to the locker room. Couches! He could wander back to the hotel, but 
right now, minutes counted. He wanted as much extra sleep as he could get. He dozed off for what seemed like 
only a few minutes but was closer to 2 hours. He was suddenly feeling very toppy - it had been a really long 
time sine he had whipped and fucked Richie. 


Tonight might be the night. 


Richie takes a turn 


Alec was drunk on stage. Jon was absolutely livid Towards the end of the New Jersey tour, they were all so 
hot and tired and ready to go home, he stopped caring. Even he drank on stage. It was too early for this 


nonsense. 


He pulled Alec aside before they took the stage and said, "Look, you need to sober up. Coffee? Caffeine gum? 


Ritalin? Tell me what you need" Alec refused any help, saying he would be fine in a few minutes. 
He wasn't. 


By mid show, Jon was playing rhythm guitar to make up for the spaced out Alec. Jon knew this wasn't just 
alcohol - he'd seen it all by this point. He said a silent prayer asking God to help him - this was the biggest 
show they had west of the Mississippi, he needed this show to go well. 


By the 5th song, Richie pulled up his guitar tech and had him play rhythm guitar/bass so that Jon wouldn't 
have to. The guy was new, but competent, and knew the music backwards and forward. Jon was able to take a 
deep breath, not panic, and just turned off the sound to Alec's guitar. He wondered how much longer he could 
deal with the "rock star" version of Alec. He was a great guy, just too swept up in the rocker lifestyle than 


the music. 


With Richie's tech standing in, it got better - and he wasn't even sure that Alec knew they'd turned off his 


sound. Jon was going to make sure the sound manager got a decent bonus tonight. 
The crowd was energetic and engaged, and young. It was the perfect show for Jon, Alec issues aside. 


He came off the stage, grabbed a towel and a clean shirt from Spanky, and jumped in the Tahoe waiting for 
him. Straight to the Roosevelt, and a good night's sleep. 


Upon entering the hotel, he stopped at the front desk and ordered two bottles of red wine and extra towels 
before he headed upstairs. A little energetic still, he ran up the first 6 flights of stairs before taking the 


elevator for the last 10 floors. 


Kicking off his shoes and socks, removing his shirt, he sat in a chair and opened his bottle of wine. The 


favorite part of his day. His head was thumping. He had hoped that Richie was right behind him, but he wasn't. 


Jon was through the first bottle when Richie finally appeared. He was drunk, and smelled like he'd been a little 


to close to girls wearing too much perfume. For whatever reason, one he couldn't identify, this ticked Jon off. 
Richie leaned forward and kissed Jon's forehead as he poured his own glass of wine. Jon gave him The Look 


You didn't ever want That Look from Jon. He could cut someone to shreds just with is words, but even worse 


- it meant that you had disappointed him. Jon wasn't angry - that wasn't the word for it - but he might be a 


little jealous. 


"Rich, it's my turn tonight." There was no hint or question in his tone. Jon knew what he wanted tonight, and it 


was Richie. 

Richie gulped down the first glass of wine and poured another. "It's been a long, long time, Jon" 

"How long?" 

"When was the last time? Early on the New Jersey tour? Somewhere around then. Definitely haven't bottomed 
to anyone else." While that was mostly true, Jon did know that Richie loved to suck cock. He didn't consider 


that "bottoming". 


Wearing his super tight black jeans and black leather belt - and nothing else - Richie was already weak-kneed 
at how Jon looked right now. Breathtaking. Beautiful. Damn. 


"Can | finish off my wine?" Richie asked quietly. 
"Sure. When you're ready, | want you completely undressed." 


Richie slowly sipped the rest of his wine while undressing. He had to peel off his signature leather pants. He 
waited - at parade rest, just as he expected Jon to do when the tables were turned. 


Jon grabbed two bottles of water out of the fridge in their suite and led Richie to the bedroom. He could tell 
just by putting his hand on his back, that Richie was really nervous. He didn't do this often. 


"Did you fuck someone else tonight, Rich?" 
"No," Richie said quietly, laying face down on the bed. 


"Did you want to?" That was absolutely rhetorical. Jon knew Richie would fuck just about anything human, 
especially post-show. But Richie wanted to be honest with Jon. That was the crux of their relationship. 


"Of course. But | wanted to get back here to you." Jon melted just a little. It was this relationship with Richie 
that kept him from holing up at home and just writing or doing philanthropic work. He had to have one of his 
two best friends with him at all time. Introvert? Maybe, but he also wanted to make sure his needs were met, 
and Richie did that on so many levels. 


"Up on your knees." Richie climbed on the bed, and got up on all 4s. Jon took off his belt.. that sound.. Richie 


got goosebumps. 


Jon was slow, methodical, evenly spacing out the blows with his belt in time, 4/4 time, he figured. He didn't hit 


hard, or low - just gentle, even strokes with his belt. His softest belt, the one he wished Richie would use 


more often on him. 


When he was satisfied that Richie was warm, red, and in that head space, he grabbed him by the ankles and 
pulled him down to the edge of the bed. Jon grabbed the bottle of lube out of Richie's bag and applied liberally 
to his throbbing, anxious cock. He wanted inside Richie - NOW - and he knew that he could take it. Jon pushed 
his head down on the bed, told Richie to relax and took him in one hard, fast stroke. He was completely inside 
of Richie, and wanted to stay there as long as he could - or at least as long as he could put off his orgasm. 


Jon cuts his hair 


Author's Notes: 
| know the timeline on this one is a mess-l'm pretty sure he cut his hair before the KTF kicked off, but didn't 
look it up. Just go with it. :) 


Jon hadn't hooked up with a woman on this tour yet. And now that they were Minneapolis bound, he had the 
chance to fly home for a couple of days - the trucks would take a few days to get to Minnesota, and they 


flew legs that were this long - so he ran home to Dorothea as fast as he could. 


Dorothea looked like she was having twins by this point (she was not), and Jon had never thought she looked 
sexier. They found out on this trip home that it was going to be a baby girl. Debates over her name began. As 
did the conversation about whether or not Jon should change the legal spelling of his name. He did not want to, 


and Dorothea didn't push the issue - bongiovi was how she'd always known him. 


Dorothea knew all of Jon, his depression, his OCD, his absolute need for perfection. She loved him dearly, and 
trying to be all for the man who could have or did have everything would have taken a toll on her. She never 
pretended that she could give him *everything* - which is why she encouraged him to be all that he wanted 
to be, while he was on the road. That stipulation was pretty clear. He maintained a small studio apartment in 
Manhattan, close to his favorite recording studio, and if he disappeared into the city for more than a day or 


two, she knew he wouldn't go without affection from someone. 


Dorothea loved to pamper Jon, though. He was like a little boy in so many ways, still chasing his dreams and 


not realizing at the same time, that he'd made his dreams come true. 

He had a few good days at home, just being a normal guy in New Jersey. On the last day before he left, he 
called his dad and asked him to come cut his hair. John Sr. had always cut his boys' hair, but when Jon asked 
him to cut it *short*® - he was shocked. 

By the time Jon was back on the road to MN, it had made national news that he cut his hair. And Richie, who 
hadn't been warned, was shocked. As soon as they were in their room, Richie grabbed Jon by the back of the 
neck and put him on his knees. 

"Hands behind your back," Richie said sternly. 


"Rich, this isn't something you can punish me for. You know that." 


‘Oh, | don't plan to punish you. | just want to fuck that beautiful face of yours, now that your hair isn’t in the 


way and | can see everything.” 


Without being told, Jon used his mouth to unlace Richie's pants, and free him. Richie held on to the back of his 
head and fucked his mouth and throat hard. 


As Richie stepped out of his pants and started walking toward his suitcase to grab pajamas, he turned back to 
Jon, who was stripping as well. Jon would likely sleep naked tonight - it was warm, and he was feeling like he 
belonged to Richie right now. 

"Jon... Jonny... | lo-" 


"Don't, Rich. Don't complicate this." 


They curled up in bed together and didn't say another word that night. 


Minneapolis 

Jon woke up the next morning utterly exhausted, and no good reason for it. He hadn't drank much the night 
before, and had some really restful days at home. He groaned as he stretched to get out of bed. "I'm not old 
enough to hurt this much," he muttered. 

He lay on the floor of the hotel stretching, when he realized he had no idea where his phone was. Fuck. 


Richie was stirring, but not fully awake yet. "Rich, did you see my phone last night?" 


"No, Jonny. | was too busy looking at the new you." He kissed Jon's fuzzy cheek and ran his hand through his 


hair. 
"| have to find that phone!" 


Jon went on a frenzied search of their suite looking for the phone, swearing and kicking things, opening bags 


and dumping them. Within moments, it looked like Hurricane Jon had hit their room. 

"What's on there that you are worried about? Let's just call and report it missing and pick up a new one." 
"Everything, Rich. Every contact I've got with everyone." 

"No pictures?" 

"| don't know, so that doesn't help." 


Every other word out of Jon's mouth was "fuck" as he tore through Richie's bag now, too. "Hey, | con't care if 


you go through my bag, duh, but there's no way it's in there - you got in too late." 


Richie picked up the jeans Jon had worn the night before - and there it was, in the front pocket of Jon's jeans. 
Jon saw the look on his face, and Richie was standing there with his jeans still in hands - and looking at the 
belt in the jeans. 


"Fuck," Jon muttered under his breath. He knew what Richie wanted to do. Richie set the phone down on the 
dresser near his own phone. And then he grabbed the buckle of the belt and pulled it quickly out of Jon's jeans, 
just allowing the jeans to drop to the floor. "Fuck" 


Jon didn't dare move. This was something that Richie was allowed to punish him for, and he was 995% certain 


that's what Rich intended. 


Richie grabbed for his hand and led him to the bed, giving a gentle push forward to bend him over. 


The bruises from his last whipping were a nice, yellowy green color. They didn't hurt anymore, but being 


struck again in the same places would definitely bring the old bruises back and add some more. 


Slowly and methodically, Richie laid Jon's favorite belt on his ass. Richie had been tempted to make him count 
every blow, but instead, he decided to really torment Jon. 


"Name all the songs, in order, from the last 10 years." 


Ugh. Jon liked to pretend those first two albums didn't exist. They were cheesy songs, cheesy videos, and the 
entire band had been wasted when they had recorded it and filmed the videos. He told a reporter once that if 
someone wanted to punish him, all they would have to do is tie him to a chair and make him listen to those 
first two albums. 


"Can't you just go ahead and beat me some more?" Jon was half pleading. 


"Sure," Richie said and walked over to his duffle bag and took out a narrow, thick paddle. Basically a l"xl" paddle 
made of hard wood. Jon didn't even know he had that paddle with him, or he would have probably tried to 


answer the challenge. 


After about 20 hard swats, Jon's legs buckled beneath him. He sat down hard on the floor, and burst into 
tears. Richie had been trying to get him to cry since they first left on this tour, and he hadn't managed to. 


Jon sat with his back up against the bed. Richie grabbed him by the back of his hair and pulled him up onto 


his knees. He never let go of Jon's hair as he freed his cock and shoved it in Jon's mouth. 


Minnesota 


Jon was still tired, and now sore. He crawled back into bed with Rich, and let his head rest on his shoulder 
while they waited to see who from the crew would be up first. Jon could be a demanding boss, but he knew 
that anything before noon while on the road (or pretty much ever) was not in the cards for any of them, 
unless it was required to build a stage in time. 


It was snowy and miserable in Minneapolis. Figures. He could count on bad weather in both Cleveland and 
Minneapolis *every* single tour. He'd been stuck in Cleveland more than any other city they'd toured in, but 
Minneapolis was a close second. After tonight, they would be on the way to Green Bay, also notoriously bad 


weather for their shows. 


Being able to be open about at least the physical part of his relationship with Richie had made Jon relax so 
much more. He was rarely completely relaxed - unless he was a home in NJ, and Dorothea had hijacked his 
phone - but this was better. He had been so worried about the band he wasn't taking care of his own brain in 
the process. 


Now, with Tico was awake, he just knocked on the door and came on in. Jon was completely naked under the 
blankets, but Richie was mostly dressed. And it didn't matter - Jon was still nuzzled up against Richie trying to 
embrace the morning before seeking out a very strong cup of coffee. Tico had a jug of coffee with him from 
the coffee bar on the first floor. Jon wanted to kiss him he was so happy to see that coffee. 


"Boss, they aren't going to let us in until 3pm today." 


Ugh. They would have to shorten their set-up window by 3 hours, which would inevitably lead to a mistake 
made somewhere. Each musician had his own personal staff that he was responsible for - and Jon had a few 
loyal ones, like Spanky the wardrobe girl, but for the most part - he burned through staff after 2-3 tours. 


Tico still had some around from Slippery. 


Jon raised up in bed, careful to keep most of himself covered under the blankets and happily let Tico pour his 
coffee. Without asking the question, he looked at Teek. "No, boss, no one suspects." They had come out to the 
band but not the 125 people traveling with them on this tour. Jon would have liked to think that the crew 
would have figured it out by now, but in the era of hair bands? Who knew what they would take as .. 


homosexual.. behavior. 


Jon hated that word. He wasn't gay... well, maybe he was.. but why was it such a bad word? AIDS and 
Hollywood aside, he couldn't figure out why he had to put a label on himself - especially when he had literally 
millions of fans that were coming to just see HIM, not the band. Would he break their hearts if people knew? 
Would Dorothea ever be able to forgive him if he let the secret out? 


He couldn't let that thought fester though, because as usual, he was now on a show timeline - one that had 
been cut short against his will. They had to come up with a new plan - and one part of the plan involved 


Richie's guitar tech playing double duty for the first half of the show. Richie could make it through a show 
without a guitar tech - Jon could not. Richie just needed someone to make sure his talk box was set up right, 


and that he didn't run out of guitar picks. 


Jon rolled out of bed and put his boxers and a t-shirt on. Now the whole band was in his room. No one even 
winced or made a face. They knew. They had apparently known for far longer than Jon had even known. After 
all, he and Rich had started this when he was still a teenager - Jon didn't have words for this back then, 


especially the word "submissive." 


Now, he didn't even think about it - he just was. He belonged to Richie on the road, Dot at home - and that 
was what kept him going. 


In the early days, the band had partied together. Had sex together. Brought girls back for one another - you 
name it. There was always plenty of alcohol, more than enough drugs, and condoms. He'd seen all of his 
brothers in the band have sex at least a half dozen times. And he didn't care who had seen him have sex. Hell, 
half the people that saw the Christmas video with Cindy Crawford thought that he was actually having sex 
with her (he did, but not with the cameras rolling). Now, most of them were married, some with kids or kids 


on the way, and much more private about their partying. 


With the exception of Alec. Jon was going to have to figure out what to do with him after this tour - at least 
for now, he was under contract. But he wouldn't be after the last date on this tour. He had seen a few 


suspicious headlines on grocery store tabloids, and figured that Alec was the leak 


But this morning, Alec was up and alert, and sober. No hangover. Ready to get dirty if he had to in order to 
be on the stage on time tonight. Jon couldn't ignore that loyalty, even when Alec was being an absolute ass. 


Jon often referred to himself as a "boy" - Jersey boy, boy in love, etc. And to both Dot and Richie. He was 
their "boy". He loved it. And his fans picked up on it. He was still a little boy chasing his dreams - even though 
by this point he'd already been there and done that with everything. No other band played on the other side of 


the Iron Curtain before the wall came down. No other band had included 50 countries on their tours. 


But a deep part of Jon's story was finding where he would graduate from boy to man 


Green Bay and a Girl 


Jon had a shorter fuse when he was rushed, and he never liked surprises. This 3 hour delay was going to be 
the death of him. And someone in charge of the Green Bay venue kept calling him and asking him to change 
little things - things that in the grand scheme of things meant next to nothing, but when it was one call after 
another - he was getting frustrated quickly, and wondered why he even employed a management staff if they 
couldn't keep this crap off of his shoulders on the day of a show. 


Jon snapped at Richie's tech, and Richie caught it. Gave him *that® look. Fuck.. the last thing he wanted was 
Richie pissed off at him before going into the show. Jon looked at him without saying anything, and saw Richie 
acknowledge what Jon already knew: they'd be having a discussion later. One that was likely going to be painful 


for Jon 
After stomping around on the stage for a bit, he headed back to the locker room with Richie right behind him. 


Knowing Richie was right behind him, he walked into the girl's locker room which he knew would be empty. "IO 
now, or 20 later." 


"IO now, sir.” 


"Drop your pants, hand me your belt, and sit on the edge of that bench." Richie pointed to the locker room 
bench. Standard bench - but it meant that Rich wanted the front of his legs, not the back. Jon unfastened his 
belt, and pulled it out of his very snug jeans, which he then dropped to about his ankles. Knowing Richie as he 
did, he knew he didn't have to drop them completely. 


Jon set up straight as he could, put his hands behind his back, and waited. The first blow from Richie was 
always a hard one, and he didn't disappoint this time. When Jon had IO red angry stripes on his legs, Richie 
handed his belt back to him and told him to go get some coffee and get his shit together before the show. He 
walked out while Jon was still dressing himself. Jon had been impressed that he hadn't yelped at any of those 
swats - the front of his legs were usually very painful 


He fan his fingers over the still forming welts. The heat, the redness, that feeling deep in his stomach that 
came with these welts.. he cherished them. IO hard lines that would bruise wonderfully, and be in plain sight to 


everyone once he was out of his jeans. 


After a few minutes of re-dressing himself and making sure that he did not, in fact, want to orgasm before 
the show - Jon walked out of the dressing room and smack into one of those low-life tabloid photographers. 
How on earth did they get in here?? And oh god, why did he have to have been walking out of the women's 


room at the time’? 


But feeling stronger and less distracted now, Jon walked right past the nosey reporters and back out to 
soundcheck He double and triple checked his acoustic guitars. He never played lead live so if his electrics failed, 


he cared a lot less. 


Jon knelt down and checked the teleprompter. For now, they only kept the playlist on the prompters - but if 
Jon forgot the lyrics a few more times, he may have to re-consider their use. The current prompters 
wouldn't work for lyrics. And it might mean Jon would have to wear glasses. For now, he focused on making 
sure he knew the right line up and that none of these songs could possibly throw him. Nothing on the list was 


‘new' or terribly old, so he was good. 


And every time he knelt down, he could feel the welts forming against his skin-tight jeans. It was a great 
feeling, and one that would have him ready to jump Richie - or a willing fan - immediately after the show. 


For this show, they'd allowed a number of fans on the stage during soundcheck. He had his eye on one in 
particular - long, dark hair, probably 22 or 23 - and with a skirt that barely covered her ass. He gave her a 
card that would get her backstage after the show. He hadn't done this in a long, long time. 


The show was fantastic, and he ended it with Social Disease - an impromptu choice that the band wasn't 
expecting but had fun with anyway. He grabbed a towel and clean shirt from Spanky and split for a private 
room he'd checked out during Richie singing I'll Be There For You. 

Jon vanished quickly, without saying a word to Richie. He had a suspicion he'd pay for that later. 


The girl's name was Val, and she was putty in his hands at the first kiss. She wanted to completely disrobe 
him, but he would never allow that. He did let her get down on her knees and blow him until he was ready to 
bend her over the PT table in the locker room. He came hard, fast, with barely enough time to get a condom 


on. 


He shoved the wrapper in his pocket and headed back to the band room. Richie looked pissed, he'd noticed Jon's 
absence. They signed autographs, breasts, copped a few feels, and headed back to the hotel. Richie and Jon in 
one car the others in a van behind them. Richie didn't say a word all the way to the hotel. 


The elevator ride to the top floor seemed to take forever. 


Jon pulled his room key out of his pocket and dropped the condom wrapper. This? This right here? Is why he 
never kept secrets from Dot. There was no chance he'd get away with anything. 


He bent to pick it up and Richie beat him to it. 


Jon pushed the door open and walked in and sat down on the bed. He just waited. And of course, when he was 
expecting Richie to start a fight with him, Richie wouldn't. They only fought over the stupid things, not the 
important things like who did you blow before the show? 


Jon sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees and waited He almost expected Richie to slap his face. He'd 
have certainly earned it. He expected Richie to yell at him. He didn't. He just unbuckled his belt. 


"Rich, we don't have a show for 4 days. | was going to go home in the morning” 
"That's fine," Richie pulled his belt the rest of the way out of his pants. "Take your shirt of 
"Rich... 
"Now! 


Jon stood, kicked off his shoes and socks, and took off his shirt. He turned and faced the wall that separated 


the two wings of their suite. Raised his arms above his head, rested them on the wall, and waited. 


Richie walked up to him, unbuttoned his jeans and belt, but didn't remove them. He rested his hand on Jon's 


lower back and whispered into his ear. "You never, ever have reason to hide what you're doing from me." 


"Yes, sir." Jon whispered, staring down at the floor. He suspected he might be in for that original 20 and then 
some. And his back would mark, a lot. 
Richie was relentless and fast. Then, he told Jon to drop his pants. 


Jon groaned. He was close to tears as it was, the blows to the back had been incredibly painful and too many 
to count - more than 20, he was certain. But he obeyed. He had no choice but to obey at this point. He wasn't 
afraid of Richie, he knew Richie would stop if he safe worded, but Jon hadn't had to do that yet. He dropped 
his pants and stepped out of them, then put his hands back on the wall. 

Hard, swift blows directly across his ass, and Jon was in tears. Richie grabbed him, put him down on his knees, 
and grabbed him by the back of the neck. Jon was still choking down sobs, and now was trying not to choke on 
Richie's cock. 

"No one in here tonight, not even the guys from the band," Richie said as he came hard in Jon's mouth. 


es, sir, Jon Managed as ne swallowed. 
"Y ar ged as h llowed 


He wanted nothing more than to curl up on his side with Richie surrounding his sore body. 


Green Bay - the Morning After 


Jon had been pushing Richie lately. Richie knew it, Jon knew it, they just weren't talking about it. Now as Jon 
lay bruised and welted on both sides, naked and curled up in Richie's arms the next morning, he tried to talk 


about it. 


But it was Richie that wanted to dictate the conversation. "| know what you're doing Jonny. Do you want me to 
*really* break you? That is something we haven't really ever talked about." 


"Did we ever talk about it before we got to this point?" Smartass. Jon had a point though - he and Richie were 
this before they knew what the words for "this" even were. 


Richie slapped Jon's sore ass. He loved waking up to a naked Jon curled up beside him. He was taller, and Jon's 
body fit like a hand in a glove when he curled up on his side. 


"| had that coming." 
"Jon, that and so much more...” 


There was a long pause. 


"I think." Jon started. "That I'm ready." He waited. "Where are the other guys staying in the hotel?" 


"Not on this floor," Richie said and stood up. He put the Do Not Disturb sign on the door. He called the front 
desk and told them that they would be exceptionally late checking out today. Jon was nervous. Really nervous. 


Richie crawled back into bed naked, and rolled Jon onto his stomach. The welts on Jon's back from the night 
before were forming beautifully. He knew that if he hit Jon again, Dorothea wasn't going to want to see the 
marks - and he reiterated that with Jon. "It's ok She has an idea. And, she's so pregnant now she's not 


terribly interested in sex." 


Richie grabbed a rag out of his guitar case and shoved it in Jon's mouth. He took a webbed guitar strap and 
bound Jon's hands behind his back. He pulled Jon by the legs to the end of the bed, and positioned him right 
where he wanted him. He was going to lay into him with his belt, and make sure that Jon felt it for days. 


"You've been pushing the boundaries lately, haven't you?" Richie asked, and Jon could only nod through the rag. 


‘lm going to show you who that ass belongs to while we're on the road." 


With no lube, no warning at all, Richie shoved his cock deep into Jon's ass. It hurt - oh god, did it hurt - Jon 
yelped through the gag. Richie didn't let up. HE fucked him harder than he ever had before - rougher, with no 
lube, no warm-up, no chance to let Jon catch his breath. It took Rich longer than Jon had hoped for him to 


orgasm, and Jon did enjoy the feeling of being used so hard. He was close to coming himself. 


Richie bit into his back hard as he came and bit so hard Jon was convinced he was going to pull flesh away 
with his teeth. When Rich withdrew, it hurt like hell - almost as much as it had when he had first entered 


him. 


Richie rolled him over onto his side, and jerked Jon off to orgasm. It didn't take much at all. Then he picked up 
his belt. The belt he loved to wear when playing Dead or Alive. Black leather with metal studs in it. Fuck, Jon 


muttered as he spit out the rag in his mouth. Richie wasn't done. 

"No, Jon, I'm not done. Now, you're going to really get your ass whupped before | fuck you again" 

His back, ass, and thighs were a mess of red, purple, blue, green and yellow by the time Richie was done, and 
Jon could feel Richie's erection return. After a few hard, open handed slaps on his shoulder blades, Richie 


entered him again - again with no lube. 


Jon didn't want to orgasm this time. He wanted to feel like he was Richie's fucktoy.. and he did. He sobbed into 


a pillow quietly, letting Richie use him for as long as he wanted. 


Home Again 


Author's Notes: 
Going to end the Keep the Faith series here. Next up, These Days or Crush. Not sure which one will come first. 


Jon fell asleep afterwards. 


When he woke up, Richie was sound asleep. He showered, painfully, and got ready to leave for the airport. He 
didn't want to wake Richie, who slept like crap anyway, so he kissed his forehead and told him he'd see him in 
Detroit. 


Green Bay to Newark, NJ was only a 25 hour flight, and he couldn't wait to be home. Wait to see his wife, and 
her ever-growing belly. He was so excited about becoming a dad, even though he still felt like he was a kid at 
30. Critics had been saying since Slippery that he'd never be able to maintain momentum - and while his shows 
were certainly changing, the fans were still showing up in massive numbers - selling out almost every show, 


sometimes multiple shows in the larger cities. 


He slept on the plane this time. He slept better when sore. Maybe it was his body's way of healing - but based 
on that, he should sleep better than he did post-shows. 


He was home by dinner time, and so grateful for a home cooked meal. Dot was thrilled to see him, and show 
him the latest ultrasound pictures of their little girl. She had decided on a middle name - Rose - but they 
hadn't decided on a first name yet. Legally, Dorothea had never taken Jon's last name, but had no desire to 


saddle their child with a hyphenated last name that ended in -Bongiovi. 

After dinner, Jon changed into sweat pants and a t-shirt, and his favorite Patriots sweatshirt. He snuggled up 
against his wife, his partner, the love of his life. She asked him if he wanted to talk about anything from the 
road (they talked nightly, so it wasn't like she hadn't talked to him). 


"Honestly? No. I'd like to pretend I'm not leaving again in a few days." 


"Me too, baby, me too." 


